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Music for Awhile 
If Music be the Food of Love 
"Se Florindo e fedele" 
from La donna ancora e fedele 
La Rega ta Veneziana 
Shannon O'Connor, soprano, freshman 
Christine Driscoll, piano 
Anzoleta avanti la regata 
Anzoleta co passa la regata 
Anzoleta dopo la regata 
Banalites (Apollinaire) 
HOTEL 
VOYAGE AP ARIS 
SANGLOTS 
Jennifer Rivera, soprano, sophomore 
Shiela Kibbe, piano 
Sylvia Grab, mezzo-soprano , junior 
Lauren Schack, piano 
Les Roses d'Ispahan, Op . 39, No . 4 (de Lisle) 
Mandoline (Verlaine) 
L'Heure exquise (Verlaine) 
Jenny Bent, soprano, sophomore 
Yuko Kamimoto, piano 
Henry Purcell 
(1659-1695) 
Alessandro Scarletti 
(1660-1725) 
Gioacchino Rossini 
(1792-1868) 
Francis Poulenc 
(1899-1963) 
Gabriel Faure 
(1845-1924) 
Claude Debussy 
(1862-1918) 
Reynaldo Hahn 
(1875-1947) 
Liebe schwarmt auf allen Wegen (Goethe) Franz Schubert 
(1797-1828) 
Dans un bois solitaire (de la Motte) Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart 
(1756-1791) 
Oh, had I a Jubal's lyre, from Joshua 
Tina Stalberger, soprano, freshman 
Roland Jaekel, piano 
Friihlingslaube (Uhland) 
Strike the Viol 
Man is for the Woman Made 
Geheimnis (Candidus) 
Betsy Kinnear, soprano, junior 
Christine Driscoll, piano 
Das Madchen spricht (Gruppe) 
Wiegenlied (Brahms) 
Chung Un Seo, soprano, sophomore 
Patrick Yacono, piano 
Songs About Spring (cummings) 
who knows if the moon's a balloon 
Spring is like a perhaps hand 
in Just-spring 
Stephanie Davis, soprano, graduate 
Partick Yacono, piano 
George Frideric Handel 
(1685-1759) 
Schubert 
Purcell 
Johannes Brahms 
(1833-1897) 
Dominic Argento 
(b. 1927) 
_, 
Se Florindo e fedele 
Se Florindo e fedele io m'innamorero, 
S'e fedele Florindo m'innamorero, 
Io m'innamorero, 
S'e fedele Florindo m'innamorero, 
Potra hen l'arco t€Ildere 
il fare trato arcier 
Ch'io mi sapro difendere 
d'un g-uardo lusinghier 
Preghi, piai,ti., e querele, 
io non ascoltero 
:Ma se sara fedele, 
:tvfa se sara fedele 
io m'iiinai-n.orero. 
La Regata V enenziana 
Anzoletta avanti la regata 
If Florindo is faithful 
li Florindo is faithful I will fall in love 
li Florindo is faithful I "Will fall in love 
I will fall in love 
li Florindo is faithful I will fall in love 
He vvill be able to draw well the bow 
the quivered archer 
I will know how to defend myself 
from a flattering glance 
Pleas, tears, and laments, 
I will not hear 
But if he Vvill be faithful, 
But if he will be faithful 
I will fall in love. 
Anzoletta before the boat race 
On that machine is the big flag 
look, you've seen it, go get it 
Sul palco sventola la gran bandiera 
guarda, si guardala, valla pigliar 
Hai a recarmela prima di sera 
o piu tra gli uomini non ti mostrar 
In poppa, Momolo, non indugiar 
with that one come back to me this evening 
but don't hide between the other boats 
Va voga spingila la gondoletta, 
ne il primo premio, ti puo mancar 
va la ricordati la tua diletta 
che in ansia trepida ti sta guardar 
In poppa momolo, non indugiar 
in poppa momolo, corri a volar 
Anzoletta co passa la regata 
Sono qua, non vedi? 
curvi stanno insorva al remo 
ahi la meta e ancor lontana 
gira il vento a tramontana, 
poveretti, io tutta trema 
la corrente e in lor favor 
II mio Momolo l'hai visto? 
or lo scorgo, egli e secondo 
In the stern, Momolo, don't delay 
Go row, drive the little gondola 
the first prize, you can win 
you will remember your little darling 
who from this balcony watches you 
In the stem, Momolo, don't delay 
In the stem, Momolo, run with the 
wind 
Anzoletta during the boat race 
They are here, don't you see them? 
Ah the destination is so very far 
against the wind blowing down 
poor fellows, I'm all trembling 
the tide is in their favor 
My Momolo, do you see him? 
I see him, he is in second place 
Ah! chE" sroania' mi confono 
Ahi! balzar mi sento il cor 
Su coraggio, voga 
pria di giunger a1la meta 
spiega tutta la tua foga, 
e nessun ti vincera 
Caro, par ch'ei voli 
li ha passati tutti quanti 
mezza barca sta davanti 
ah comprendo, ei mi guardo! 
Anzoletta dopo la regata 
Prendi un bacio, un altro ancora 
caro Momolo, di cor 
su riposati che e ora 
ch'io ta sciughi quel sudor 
Ah t'ho visto, m'hai guardata 
sul poggiolo nel passar 
e pensai racconsolata: 
un be1 premio ei de' pigliar 
si un be1 premio e la bandiera 
quando e rossa di color; 
non un sol Venezia in terra 
ti proclama vindtor 
Prendi un bacio benedetto 
non hai pari nel vogar 
per famiglia, per traghetto 
niun a petto ti puostar 
HOI'EL 
Ma chambre a la fonne d'une cage 
Ah, what anguish! It confuses me 
Ah, I feel my heart beat 
Have courage, go 
before arriving at the destination 
everything's explained by your enthusiasm 
and no one else will win! 
My dear seems to fly 
he passes everyone else 
half a boat, he stays ahead 
ah, I understand, he sees me! 
Anzoletta after the boat race 
Take a kiss, and another 
dear Momolo of my heart 
it is time to rest yourself 
that yqu may dry your sweat 
Ah you looked and saw me 
on the small hill you passed me 
and I thought to tell you: 
the first prize you shall take 
yes, the first prize and the flag 
that is red in color 
no other V enician on earth 
can claim to be winner 
Here's a kiss darling 
you have no equal in rowing 
for your family, for your boat 
HaI'EL 
Le soleil passe son bras par la fenetre 
My room is shaped like a cage 
the sun puts its arm through the 
Mais moi qui veut fumer 
Pour faire des mirages 
J' allume au feu du j our ma cigarette 
Jene veu.x pas travailler 
Je veu.x fumer. 
, 
VOYAGE A PARIS 
Ah! la channante chose 
Quitter un pays morose 
Pour Paris 
Paris joli 
Qu 'un jour dut er~ 1 'Amour 
window 
but I who would like to smoke 
to make smoke pictures 
I light at the fire of day my 
cigarette 
I do not want to work 
I want to smoke. 
TRIP 'ID PARIS 
Ah! how charming 
to leave a dreary place 
for Paris 
delightful Paris 
that once upon a time love must 
have created 
/ 
SANGim'S 
Notre amour est r~l~ par les 
calroes ~toiles 
Or nous savons qu'en nous beaucoup 
d'hanme r~pirent 
Qui vinrent de tres loin et sont 
un sous nos fronts 
C'est la chanson des reveurs 
Qui s'etaient arrache le coeur 
Et le portaient dans la main droite 
Souviens t'en cher orgueil de 
tous ces souvenirs 
Des marins qui chantaient 
corrme des conquerants 
Des gouffres de Thule des 
tendres cieux d'Ophir 
Des ma.lades maudits de ceux qui 
fuient leur ombre 
Et du re tour j oyeux des 
heureux emigrants 
De ce coeur il coulait du sang 
Et le reveur allait pensant 
Asa blessure delicate 
Tune briseras pas la chafne de 
ces causes 
Et douloureuse et nous disait 
Qui sont les effets d'autres 
causes 
Mon pauvre coeur mon coeur brise 
Pareil au coeur de tousles hormnes 
Voici voici nos mains que la vie 
fit esclaves 
Est mort d'amour ou c'est tout 
corrme 
Est mort d'amour et le voici 
Ainsi vont toutes choses 
Arrachez done le votre aussi 
Et rien ne sera libre j usqu' a la 
fin des temps 
Laissons tout aux morts 
Et cachons nos sanglots 
SOBS 
Our love is ordered by the calm 
stars 
now we know that in us many men 
have their being 
who came from very far away 
and are one under our brows 
it is the song of the dreamers 
who tore out their heart 
and carried it in the right hand 
remember dear pride all these 
memories 
of the sailors who sang like 
conquerors 
of the chasms of Thule of the 
gentle skies of Ophir 
of the cursed sick people of 
those who fled from their 
shadow 
and of the joyous return of 
happy emigrants 
this heart ran with blood 
and the dreamer went on thinking 
of his \vOund delicate 
You will not break the chain 
of these causes 
and painful and said to us 
which are the effects of other 
causes 
my poor heart my broken heart 
resembling the heart of all men 
here here are our hands that 
life enslaved 
has died of love or so it seems 
has died of love and here it is 
such is the way of all things 
tear out yours also 
and nothing will be free until 
the end of time 
let us leave all to the dead 
and hide our sobs 
Translations by Winifred Radford from Pierre Bernac's 
The Interpretation of French Song. 
"Les Roses d'Ispahan" 
Les Roses d'Ispahan dans leur ga'ine de mousse, 
Le jasmins de Mossoul, Jes fleurs de l'oranger, 
Ont un parfum moins frais, ont une odeur moins douce . 
0 blanche Leilah, que ton soufle leger! 
Ta levre est de corail et ton rire leger 
Sonne mieux que l'eau vive et d'une voix plus douce . 
Mieux que le vent joyeux qui berce I' oranger , 
"The roses of Ispahan" trans . by Sergius Kagen 
Faure 30Songs 
The roses of Ispahan in their mossy sheath, 
The jasmines of Mossul, the orange blossoms , 
Have a fragrance less fresh, have a scent less sweet , 
Oh pale Leilah , than your soft breath! 
Your lips are of coral and your light laughter 
Sounds lovlier than the rippling water . 
Lovlier than the gay wind that rocks the orange tree , 
Mieux que l'oiseau qui chante au bord d'un nid de mousse . Lovlier than the bird singing on the rim of its mossy nest 
0 ,Leilah! Despuis que de leur vol leger Oh Leilah! Ever since on light wings 
Tous Jes baisers sont fui de ta levre si douce All kisses have fled from your lips so sweet, 
II n'est plus de parfum dans le pale oranger , There is no more fragrance in the pale orange tree , 
Ni de ~leste arome aux roses dans leur mousse . 
Oh! que ton jeune amour, ce papillon leger 
Revienne vers mon coeur d'une aile prompte et douce, 
Et qu' il parfume encor la fleur de l'oranger 
Les roses d' Ispahan dans leur gaine de mousse. 
"Mandoline" 
Les donneurs de serenades 
Et Jes belles ecouteuses 
Echangent des propos fades 
Sous Jes remures chanteuses . 
C' est Tircis et C:: est Aminte, 
Et C:: est I' etemel Clitandre 
Et C:: est Damis qui pour mainte 
Cruelle fait maint vers tendre . 
Leurs courtes vestes de soie, 
Leurs longues robes a queues , 
Leur elegance , leur joie 
Et leurs molles ombres bleues, 
Tourbillonnent dans l'extase 
D'une lune rose et grise, 
Et la mandoline jase 
Parmi Jes frissons de brise ... 
La, la, la, la, la .... 
Nor celestial aroma in the roses in their moss . 
Oh! That your young love, this light butterfly 
Would come back to my heart , on wings quick and gentle, 
And that it would again perfume the orange blossoms , 
Ane the roses of Ispahan in their mossy sheath . 
"Mandolin" trans . by Rita Benton 
Oaude Debussy Songs 
The givers of serenades 
And the lovely listeners 
Exchange empty remarks 
Under the singing branches. 
It is Tircis and it is Aminte , 
And it is the eternal Oitandre 
And it is Damis who for many a 
Cruel woman makes many a tender verse . 
Their short jackets of silk, 
Their long dresses with trains, 
Their elegance, their joy 
And their soft blue shadows 
Whirl in the ecstasy 
Of a moon pink and gray, 
And the mandolin chatters 
Amidst the shivers of the breeze ... 
La, la, la, la, la. 
L'Heure exquise 
• La lune blanche Juit dans Jes bois, 
De chaque branche part une voix 
Sous la ramee, 
0 bien-aimee! 
L'etang reflete, profond miroir, 
La silhouette du saule noir 
Ou le vent pleure . 
Revons, c' est l'heure! 
Un vaste et tendre apaisement 
Semble descendre du finnament 
Que l' astre irise; 
C' est l'heure exquise! 
1>ans lJ.Jl hni, snfltaiJ-P 
1 { a.vait {a. 6oucf..e venr.ei[[e, 
Le tfit# aus .~'i. fwll:JJ, 'f.1-W ~.~~ 
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... ,,,..,. .L.L . 
L '.~.mour .se revt!f[~ & rletL 
/\ ,-
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ruur u,/ UlT u.>e m eveuu:r. 
"'":Hai Leor,.an£ & bocf(sou.rcc** 
The Exquisite Hour trans. by Sergius Kagen 
Hahn 12 Songs 
The white moon shines in the forest, 
From every branch comes forth a voice, 
Under the foliage, 
Oh beloved! 
The pond, a deep mirror, reflects 
The silhouette of the dark willow, 
In which the wind is crying. 
Let us dream, 'tis the hour! 
A vast and tender calm 
Seems the descend from the firmament 
Which the orb clads in rainbow colors; 
'Tis the exquisite hour! 
In a woo! [one[:, ar..a d:ar( 
.., 
I w4(f,i ~ ,rt;li.f,r ~: 
a ch-ifef th~~ skpt. in tft~ sf.!!tk,, 
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Cii-j.ilil-r:t.JU~i fr•)tti-ri-liffi-lfifl-
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one of Ii.is arrm..t/.5 cnu{ 
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'Treue. W9fi.nt fiir Ji.ch aff,!in; 
· L U!.ie tommt tuch rasdi etttgegett1 
aufgesucht tilil[ Tr--:!ue s itt. 
•• FRUHLINGSGLAUBE 
FAITH IN SPRING 
en 
Loveswarming'on a{{[of tfi.ese] roaas, 
:f aitnfu.(l!f,SS ef.r1_)1!_fl..(fJr it-sdf af,/)11.J!;° 
Love Ctm".LS tt,.=ycu ro.pi:ffj torva-r±, 
seardte:f f{lt u;il[ faitfifuf,k:5.'J Ge • 
Die linden L~fte sind erwacht, 
The mild breezes are awake, 
Sie sauseln und wehen Tag und Nacht, 
They rustle and stir by day and night, 
Sie schaffen an allen Enden. 
They are at work everywhere; 
0 frischer Duft, o neuer Klang! 
O fresh scent, o new sound! 
Nun, armes Herze, sei nicht bang! 
Now, poor heart, be not afraid. 
Nun muss sich alles wenden. 
Now everything must change. 
Die welt wird schoner rnit jedem Tag, 
The world grows lovlier e"!M"yday, 
Man weiss nicht, was noch werden mag, 
One cannot tell what yet may happen; 
Das bluhen will nicht enden; 
The flowering will not end; 
Es bluht das fernste, tiefste Tal, 
The farthest, deepest valley blooms, 
Nun, armes Herz, vergiss der Qual! 
Now, poor heart, forget your pain! 
Nun muss sich alles wenden. 
Now everything must change. 
Geheimnis 
0 Friihlingsabenddammerung! 
0 laues, lindes Weh'n! 
1hr Bli.itenbaume, sprecht, was tut ihr so 
zusammenstehn? 
Vertraut ihr das Geheirnnis euch von unsrer Liebe 
siiss? 
Was fl.listen ihr einander zu von unsrer Liebe si.iss? 
Das Madchen spricht 
Schwalbe, sag'mir an, 
ist's dein alter Mann , 
mit dem du' s Nest gebaut? 
oder hast du jtingst erst dich ihm vertraut? 
Sag', was zwitschen ihr, 
sag', was fliisten ihr des Morgens so vertraut? 
Gelt, du bist wohl auch noch nicht lange Braut? 
Wiegenlied 
Guten Abend, gut' Nacht, 
mit Rosen bedacht, 
mit Nag'lein besteckt, 
schlupf unter die Deck' : 
Morgen frtih , wenn Gott will , 
wirst du wieder geweckt. 
Guten Abend, gut' Nacht , 
von Eng 'lein bewacht, 
die zeigen im Trawn dir Christkindleins Baum: 
Schlaf nun selig und suss, 
schau' im Traum 'sParadies. 
Secret 
Oh spring twilight! 
Oh mild, gentle breeze! 
You blooming trees, speak, what do you do standing so 
close together? 
Do you confide to each other the secret of our sweet 
love? 
What do you whisper to one another of our sweet love? 
The Maiden speaks 
Swallow, tell me , 
is he your old husband, 
with whom you build your nest? 
or have you just recently confided yourself to him? 
Tell, of what you twitter , 
tell, of what you whisper so intimately in the mornings? 
Surely, you also have not been long a bride? 
Lullaby 
Good evening , good night, 
with roses decorated , 
with carnations adorned, 
slip under the covers : 
Early tomorrow, if God wills, 
you will wake again . 
Good evening, good night, 
by angels be guarded, 
in the dream they will show you little Christ child 's tree. 
Sleep now blissfully and sweetly, 
in the dream behold paradise . 
I . 
who knows if the moon's 
a balloon,coming out of a keen city 
in the sky-filled with pretty people? 
(and if you and i should 
get into it,if they . 
should take me and take you into their balloon, 
why then 
we'd go up higher with all the pretty people 
than houses and steeples and clouds: 
go sailing 
away and away sailing into a keen 
city which nobody's ever visited,where 
always 
it's 
Spring)and everyone's 
in love and flowers pick themselves 
III 
injust-
spring when the world is mud-
luscious the little 
lame balloonman 
whistles far and wee 
and eddieandbill come 
running from marbles and 
piracies and it's 
spnng 
II 
Spring is like a perhaps hand 
(which comes carefully 
out of Nowhere)arranging 
a window,into which people look(while 
people stare 
arranging and changing placing 
carefully there a strange 
thing and a known thing here )and 
changing everything carefully 
spring is like a perhaps 
Hand in a window 
( carefully to 
and fro moving New and 
Old things, while 
people stare carefully 
moving a perhaps 
fraction of flower here placing 
an inch of air there )and 
without breaking anything . 
when the world is puddle-wonderful 
the queer 
old balloonman whistles 
far and wee 
and bettyandisbel come dancing 
from hop-scotch and jump-rope and 
it's 
sprmg 
and . 
the 
goat-footed 
balloon Man 
far 
and 
wee 
whistles 
